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INTRODUCTION 


If poetry knows how to dialogue with the visual arts, it 
is nevertheless the textual and sound supports that are 
most familiar to him. 


I came from a humble background and I prefer ordinary 
people. Powerful people tend to be domineering; they 
don’t pay their bills. The village people pay their bills 

meticulously. 


In the village we still stick to the old concepts of 
respect for the elderly, love for children, morality, 
traditions. But in the city, all these can go to hell as 

long as we have money. Once you have money you are 
God. 


Corruption or non-corruption begins and ends with that 
one word: money. 


This book therefore, provides you with the tools you 
need to approach life and those around you. 


As you know a great majority of African society does 
not read. 


A love of books is a kind of inborn thing. 


You open up a book and you learn about something 
that’s much more exciting than your everyday grind, a 
word of magic beyond your own. 


If we can resolve our difficulties, it is because we want 
a future which is defined for our children. 


In the forest you have many, many lonely hours and the 
best thing you can do is just to sit down and write... 


ph awe ee 
XY oe ZA 


The last poet... 


“AKWAABA” 


(Welcome) 
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PARTITION 


The kids came to the river, 
They bathed and played, 
And they caught a fish. 


The river said: Nay they murdered a fish! 


They were six kids. 


They were mournful when five of them returned. 
The river said: they carried away one of mine 


I carry away one of theirs. 


Couldn’t speak, 
The story absents like the men, 
And is that one reason why, 


I needed to listen very hard. 


Why women’s stories that made me laugh, 
Could also make me want to cry. 
Or run away 


Far, far away. 
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PANTCHO 


Why do they call you PANTCHO the gambler? 
I asked him. 
Said he: I won a woman 


And sold my home. 


Luck is playing the game of chance, 


Which is a game we don’t want to play. 
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MARGUERITE 


My love adores herself. 


Her name in the quarter: the lamp. 


Her mother calls her: flower 


I call her comforter 
And she adores herself much. 
She has a gift for eloquence, 
Who goes perfectly with her charm. 
She is pleasant to live, 
Rather sparkling and lively, 
Fun, 

Thanks to her imagination, 

We don’t get bored with her. 
And we appreciate her generosity, 
And her ability to listen, 

We can count on her. 

She is persistent, 

She is a hard worker, 

But to do this, 

She appreciates being left in peace, 


Especially in times when her great sensitivity is 
heightened. 
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She hanged me in the brilliant sunshine, 
They immersed me in bitter salt water, 
And said; 


I want you to dissolve in love, utterly. 
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MUSCHONG 


I was doing something unusual and wonderful, 


I kept on climbing higher and higher, 


Until I reached a little seat which somebody had built 
there so long ago. 
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I sat there for a long, long time. 


Feeling like a fairy on a rosy cloud, 
I’m not knowing how longer I’m staying here, 
But, 
I’m staying here for a long time. 


I spent many happy hours on my hill of paradise. 
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Thinking fair thoughts and dreaming bright dreams. 


AZ. 
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LOVE 


I first asked the meaning of the word, “LOVE”. 
I knew many words, 
I found a few early violets 
And brought them to my teacher 
She tried to kiss me 
But, 
I’m afraid of a kiss. 
Like a honey-bee, 
I’m suffering and watching, 
Without resting, 


I’m afraid of a kiss. 


I did not like to have anyone kiss me, 
Except my mother. 


She put her arm gently round me, 


And spelt into my hand, “I LOVE YOU.” 
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“What is love?” | asked. 


love does not look like a person 


love is our actions 


21 


love is giving all we can 


even if it’s just the bigger slice of cake 
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Love is understanding. 


We have the power to hurt one another 
But we are going to do everything in our power 


To make sure we don’t. 
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Love is figuring out all the kind sweetness we deserve, 


And when someone shows up, 
Saying they will provide it as you do 
But their actions seem to break you 


Rather than build you. 
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Love is the trust you put on someone, 
Love is knowing whom to choose. 
Love is like a sun lost in the clouds, 
Even if we don’t see it, 


We know it’s there. 


Time will tell, 


How much I love you. 
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NATURE 


In nature, 
There are many lovely animals and plants. 
They are our friends. 

Birds, plants, flowers and I were happy peers. 
I always prefer the sunlit woods to the house. 
Nature is a feeling, 

A love and an appetite. 
though, 

Nature is not always kind. 

Nature, wages open war against her children, 


And under the softest touch hides treacherous claws. 
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Under the sleeping leaves, 

The trees indulge in a few daydreams. 

When the leaves of the forest are green and fresh, 
And, 

The wind will come from the west, 

Come back to me, 


Oh, come back to me... 


27 


O7 


DEPRESSION 


As I lay in my bed that night, 
I wept as I hope few children have wept. 
I felt so cold, 
I imagined I should die before morning, 
And the thought comforted me. 


Even the consciousness that it was only a dreadful 
mistake, 


Did not lesson my suffering, 
I think if this sorrow had come to me when I was older, 
It would have broken my spirit beyond repair. 
But, 
The angel of forgetfulness, 


Has gathered up and carried away much of the misery 
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And 
All the bitterness of those bad days. 
Where the only voice, 
My own, 


To silence. 
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ISOLATION 


Fate, 
Silent, 
Pitiless, bars the way. 

Fam, would I question his impetuous decree, 
For my heart is still undisciplined and passionate; 
But my tongue will not utter the bitter, 
Futile words that rise to my lips, 

And they fall back into my heart like unshed tears. 
Silence is immense upon my soul. 

Then comes hope with a smile 
And whispers, 


~There is joy in self-forgetfulness. ~ 
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Sometimes, it is true. 

A sense of isolation enfolds me, 
Like a cold mist as I sit alone, 
And wait at life’s shut gate. 
Beyond there is light, and music, 
And sweet companionship; 


But I may not enter. 
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My heart is not pink, it is black, 
And in the dark, 


I turn on my only ray of hope. 


It is always the same story, 
I breathe in, 

I forget what surrounds me. 
On my kneels before God, 


Looking up to the skies. 
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MONEY 


First year zero regrets. 
Orange Money, 
Only deposits, 
Zero withdrawal, zero withdrawal. 
Gold diggers 


Looking for gold and diamond. 


sae 


ait pati 
mois MM reece’ 
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We’ve being here for months now, 
No gold, No money, 


No food, No water, 


Madness!!! 


Pressure, stress, tension, 

What, if you got all that you desire? 
Millions of dollars, 

Even in my worst nightmares. 


Not sure that it will be sufficient, 


Monday morning, 


Ghost town, 


Lockdown, 
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Bank account like O-B 


Without wanting to boast 


aa eee 


“Money di follow you” 


Walking around with the bank on me, 
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Everywhere I go; 
CASH-in, 
CASH-out. 

I need to beef up my currency. 
Because it is weak when I do my accounts. 
Each time I find that it lacks; 

I want to see my currency do push-ups. 
Money kills, 

Money talks, 

Money comes, and 
Money goes. 

But, 

It is the money that holds me, 


Because it leaves faster than it comes. 


36 


Money cannot buy happiness, 
Seems that, 

It is the same for weed. 

But give me a little of both, 


It is clear that I would be less unhappy. 
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Oh, beautiful currency, 

I saw you sparkle, 
During a summer day, 
Beautiful gold, 
Sparkling red on your head. 


This crown to you. 
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PEACE 


Mother, 
I can only be talking to you now. 
Because, 
God is not listening. 


The sun is making my body move. 


I wouldn’t waste my days trying to prolong my life, 
I want to burn all my time. 
Ghosts with flames in their eyes, 


They are me; Iam them. 
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Cold are my hands, my hearts and my bones, 

Cold are the travelers far away from their homes. 

The lies are hidden when the sun and the moon are down. 
Men, are easily corrupted, 

We speak hundreds of languages, 

But, 

We can’t always understand each other. 

We are the gateway, 

Which will allow all men, 


To come and understand each other. 


I dream of flying away, 
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When I close my eyes, 
And even if deep down I have faith, 
It’s too far for me to see, 


The sky is too big. 


4. 


Down here, 

Nothing is marvelous anymore, 
Between God and the devil; 
Smiles and tears; 

The good and the evil; 

The clean and the dirty; 

Love and hate; 

Peace and war. 


We no longer know on which foot we dance. 
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JOY 


Charming and smiling, 
A florist, 
In a low waist, 
Colorful cotton loincloth and pink silk scarf, 


Had settled down on a sidewalk. 
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Her face, 

Smooth, 

Was an ebony black and her lips blued by the tattoo, 
Cracked with joy of life. 


Light is health and wealth. 
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Idyllic dream, 

To ignore the passion of a man who admires you, 
Not see the way his face, 

You animate it. 

I dreamed of a girl who gives me time, 

Creature to whom I offer roses in exchange. 
Unhealthy relationship, 

Where you offer me just enough affection, 


For me to remain a lover. 
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46 


JOY 
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WAR 


This is worth nothing. 


Even between the best friends of the world, 


They are wary of spying activities; 


Of their respective agents. 


Suffer generates pain and madness, 
Without fear there can be no courage. 


Never be afraid of evil, 
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Are you ready to fight? 
Sacrifice is the currency of the soldier. 
Even if a snake bites you, 

No shout, keep quiet. 

Live in fear, 

Live without heart, 

Yes, 

I wonder, 

I lost the taste for life, 


I am attracted to its scents. 


Bang Bang!!! 
Gunshot, 
Who is that? 
Police and thief in the street, 


They do not know who is who? 
48 


They shouldered an imaginary rifle, 
Firing in distant French Indochina... 


Poor victims of war-like colonialism! 
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Halt!!! 


I want to be at peace. 

It is our turn to EAT! 

If something ugly happens in this world, 
You can either do nothing, 

Or, 

Do something 


One painful duty fulfilled makes the next plainer and 
easier. 
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The power is in your hands. 
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Sun, 
Why are you shining on this world? 
I’m wanting to catch you in my hand, 
To squeeze you, 


Until, you cannot shine anymore. 
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6s 


MATRIX 


All eyes on me, 


Looking into my brown eyes, 
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God 
When I’m closing my eyes, 
I can see the rainy season in my village. 
You can be finding the ground 
Is washing away many tide 
Nothing is never for sure, 
And, 
Everything is always changing. 


I’m thinking about my future. 


I think, 


If you talk to me about it, 


It will make you feel better. 
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A madman gave himself up to dead-end algebras, 
To indecipherable geometry, 

To accounting, 

Before which the accounting center machine. 


Will fail... 


I just want to be happy in this life. 
Life or death is the same, 
It’s everyone’s turn. 


Life is ups and downs, so find its meaning 


What is life? 
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I asked. 


Life is about choices, 

Paradise it seems is the reward. 

Raw crystal, Black Diamond 

In my decoration, 

The sky of my mind is blue like the ocean, 
He is empty of happiness and torments. 

I only chat with my pencil and my notebook. 
Better than my loved ones, 

Do they know me? 

Say nothing that could hurt me, 


Listen before judging without neglecting. 
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This is me; this is we; this is us. 
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“ADINKRAH” 


(Good-bye) 
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This is the journey of surviving through poetry, 
This is the blood, sweat, tears of twenty-two years, 
This is my heart, 


This is the hurting, the loving, the breaking and the 
healing. 


~RUPI KAUR~ 
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